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accompanying ?   She strained her eyes ; but the bed in the
room behind the partition was surrounded by screens and
there was no possibility of seeing its occupant.   She had
made up her mind to accost the maid Sanjo and question
her, when part of her doubt resolved itself spontaneously :
the man must be that boy of Shoni's, . . . the one they
used to call Hyotoda, and the lady towards whom they
showed such deference could be no other than Tamakatsura,
Yiigao's child by To no Chujo.   In wild excitement she
called to Sanjo by name;  but the old woman was busy
serving the supper and for the moment she took no notice.
She was very cross at being called away from her work
like this, but whoever it was that wanted her seemed to
be in a great hurry, and presently she arrived, exclaiming :
' I can't make it out.   I've spent the last twenty years in
service on the island of Tsukushi, and here's a lady from
Kyoto calling for me by my own name, as though she knew
all about me.   Well, Madam, I am called Sanjo.   But I
think it must be another Sanjo that you are wanting.'
As she drew near Ukon noticed that the old woman was
wearing the most extraordinary narrow-sleeved overall on
top of her frumpy old dress.    She had grown enormously
stout.   The sight of her brought a sudden flush of humilia-
tion to Ukon's cheeks, for she realised that she herself was
an old woman, and as Sanjo now looked to her, so must
she, Ukon, for years past have appeared to all eyes save her
own.   < Look again!   Do you not know me ? ' she said
at last, looking straight into Sanjo's face.   ' Why, to be
sure I do !' cried the old lady, clapping her hands,' you were
7 i& service with my Lady.   I was never so glad in my life.
Where have you been hiding our dear mistress all this
while ? * . .   Of course she is with you now ? ' and in the
midst of her excitement Sanjo began to weep;   for the
encounter had brought back to her mind the days when